CHAPTER  XXV
E excitement of getting away at last from the lair on
the inhospitable coast died down for Rashleigh as he
pondered on his probable fate at the end of the voyage. His
mind was heavy with forebodings, despite the fact that he
could fairly expect consideration from Colonel Woodville
for his services in rescuing and protecting his daughters
and grandchild. The  cold fact remained that he was a
doubly-convicted felon:  and, from what he had heard from
the ladies and the captain of the character of the Colonel,
he had little doubt but that, however repugnant it might
be to him as the father of the rescued ladies, he would none
the less do his duty to the State by handing Rashleigh over
to the authorities to be dealt with. He knew only too well
the attitude law-abiding colonists would take towards one
who had been concerned in an escape which had entailed
an act of daring piracy and the death of at least one Army
officer. He would have to make restitution with his own
life.
It occurred to him with some faint stirrings of hope that,
as all the rest of the party with whom he had escaped were
dead, and there was no one to prove that he was personally
concerned in that affair, he might be able to concoct some
credible story which would convict him of nothing but
successful escape, unassociated with the worse crimes of
piracy and murder. Escapes from the lime-burners* camp
were frequent, and it was not unusual for convicts to throw
in their lot with the blacks. If, he decided, he could carry
off the tale that he had simply disappeared in the ordinary
way, his future would be hardly blacker than it had been
before his escape. Probably he would be sentenced to
fifty or a hundred lashes, and either returned to finish his
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